The   Romantic                   n
Who had ever known that Lisa had been christened
Talisman?
"It would have come out equally in a registry
office;* the old iady reflected philosophically. "A
great race the English, afraid of nothing."
Sir Guthbert Musgrave ate his breakfast. He ate
it as it should be eaten: quietly, reverently and
without hurry. His bacon and eggs and kidneys
were folloxved by toast and marmalade and accom*
panied by coffee. He looked at the apple which
might keep a doctor away, but decided against it
The local paper lay half propped against his cup.
The. Times and the Telegraph arrived at about
nine-forty-five. Guthbert liked breakfasting at nine.
Accordingly, when he read these journals he
approached them in a different mood and gave them
a different kind of attention than they would have
received had they arrived three-quarters of an hour
earlier.
Breakfast over, he lit a pipe, saying "Good dog'*
to Ulysses and "Bad dog" to Leander, and, throwing
the windows open, walked out on to the terrace*
"One must open one's lungs/' he said to himself;
at that hour of the morning he had a sort of
proprietary feeling about the air which tended to
disappear in the course of the day*
Then he went up to say good morning to Lisa.
First he tapped on her door, after which, as there